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NAN AND DE SPAIN TAKE

CAUGHT IN THEIR CLANDESTINE LOVE-MAKING AND
THE GIRL FINALLY GETS INTO TROUBLE
THROUGH SASSOON'S SPYING I
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Morgan gap, a fertile valley 20

if they attempt to marry.

Henry de Spain, general manager of the stagecoach line running
from Thief River to Sleepy Cat, rallroad division town In the Rocky
mountains, 1s fighting a band of cattle thleves and gunmen living In

Calabasas, where the coach hor#es are changed. De Spain has kiiled
two of the gang and has been seriously wounded. He and pretty Nan
Morgan, nlece of the gang leader, are secretly in love, but fear trouble

miles from Sleepy Cat and near

CHAPTER XVIL
e
Danger.

When she tiptoed Into her uncle's
room nt midnight, Nan's heart beat as
the wings of a bird beat from the
broken door of a cage Into a forbidden
sky of happiness, She had left the
room a girl; she returned a woman.

Bleep she did not expect or even ask
for: the night was all too short to
think of those tense, fearful moments
that had pledged her to her lover.
When the anxietles of her sltuation
overwhelmed her, as they would again
and agaln, she felt herself In the arms
of this strange, resolute man whom ail
her vwn hated and whom she knew she
alregdy loved beyond all power to put
away. In her heart, she had tried this
more than once—she knew she could
not, would not, ever do It, or even
try to do it, again.

She rejoiced In his love, She trusted.
When he spoke she belleved this man
whom no one around her would be-
lleve; and she, who never had belleved
what other men avowed, and who de-
tested thelr evowals, belleved De
Bpain, and secretly, gulltily, glowed in
every word of his devotion kB and
breathed faint in its every caress.

Night could hardly come fast enoungh,
after the next long day. A hundred
times during that day she reminded
herself, while the slow, majestic sun
shone slmmering on the hot desert,
that she had promised to steal out lnto
the grounds the minute darkness fell—
he would be waiting. A hundrea times
in the long afternoon Nan looked Into
the cloudless western sky and with
puny, eager hands would have pushed
the lngging orb on its course that she
might sooner give herself Into the
arms where she felt her place so sure,
her honor safe, her helplessness so pro-
tected, herself so loved.

How her cheeks burned after supper

when she asked her uncle for leave to
post a letter downtown! How breath-
leas with apprehension she halted as

De Spaln stepped from the shadow of
the trees and drew her Importunately
beneath them for the kiss that had
burned on her troubled lips gll day!
How, girl-like, knowing his ciresses
were all her own—knowing she eould
at an Instant ecall forth enough to
smother her—she tyrannized his im-
portuning, and ke an lovely miser,
hoarded her responsiveness under calm
eye nnd laconie whispers until, when
she did give back his eagerness, she
mgde his senses reel,

How dreamily she llstened to every |

word he let fall in his outpouring of
devotion; how gravely she put up her
hand to restrain his busy Intrusion,
and asked If he knew that no man In
the world, least of all her flerce and
burly cousin, had ever touched her lips
until he himself forced a kiss on them
the night before. "“And now!" She
hid her face agalnst his shoulder, “Oh,
Henry, how I love you! Tm so
ashamed I couldn't tell you if It weren't
night; I'll never look you in the face
agnin In the daytime ™
And when he told her how little he
himself had had to do with, and how
little he knew about girls, even from
boyhood, how she felgned not to be-
lieve, and belleved him stili! They
were two children raised in the magic
of an hour to the supreme helght of
life and dlzzy together on its summit.
“l don't se¢ how you can care for
me, Henry. Oh, I mean it," she pro-
tested, holdlng her head resolutely up.
“You know who we are, away off there
in the mountalns, Everyone hates ns.
I suppose they've plenty of renson to:
we hate everybody else, And why
ghouldn't we? We're at war with ey-
ervone, You koow, better than I do,
what goes on In the gap. I don't want
tc know; I try not to know; Uncle
Duke tries to keep things from me—
that day on Music—I couldn't believe
you meant it at all. And yet—I'm
afrald 1 Hked to try to think you did.
When you looked at me I felt as if
you could see right through me.”
Confilences never came to en end,
And diplomacy came Into its own al
most at once In De Spain's efforts to
fmprove his relations with the lmpla-
cable Duke, The day eame when Nan's
uncle could be tdaken home, De Spain
sent to him a soft-spoken emissary,
Bob Beott, offering ‘o provide a light
stage, with his compliments, for the
trip. The Intractpble mountaineer,
with his refusal to accept the olive
branch, hlew Bob cut of the room.

Nan was crushed by the result, but De
Spaln was not to be dismayed.

Lefever came to him the day after
Naon had got her uncle home. “Henry."
he began without any preliminaries,
“there Is one thing about your precipl-
tate ride up Music mountain that I
never got clear In my mind. After the
fight, your cartridge belt was hanging
up In the barn at Calabasas for two
weeks. You walked in to us that morn-
Ing with your belt buckled on. You
told us you put it on before you came
upstalrs, What? Oh, yes, I know,
Henry. But that belt wasn't hanging
downstalrs with your coat earller In
the evening, No, Henry, It wasn't—not
when I looked, Don't tell me puch
things, because—I don't know. Where
was the belt when you found It?"

“Some dlstance from the coat, John.
I admit that. I'll tell you: some one
had moved the belt. It was not where
I left it. I was hurried the morping I
rode in, and I can't tell you just where
I found It.”

Lefever never batted gu eyelush. “I
know you can't, Henry. Because you
won't, That Scotch hybrid MeAlpin
knows a few things, too, that he won't
tell. All I want to say Is, you can
trust that man too far, He's got all
my recent salary., Every time Jeffries
ralses my pay that hairy-pawed horse-
doctor reduces It just 8o much a month.,
And he does It with one pack of fifty-
two small eards that you could stick
into your vest pocket.”

“McAlpin has a wife and children to
suppert,” suggested De Spain.

“Don't think for a moment he does
It," returned Lefever vehemently, *“I
support his wife and children myself.”

“Yon shouldn't play cards, John."

“It wes by playing eards that I lo-
cated Sassoon, just the same, A little
game with your friend Bull Page, by
the way. And say, that man blew
Into Calabasas one day here lately
with a twenty-dollar bill; it's & fact.
Now, where do you suppose he got
| twenty dollars in one bill? I know I

“Where Was the Beit When Yy Found
[ o

had it two hours afier he gt there,
and then In  fifteer. minut™s that
blamed bullwhacker ypu pa$ thirty-
two & week to took it wway ffom me.
But I got Snssoon spotted, Awmd where
do you supposa Split-lips 1s this min-
ute?”

“Morgan's gap.”

“Quite so—and been there all the
time, Now, Bob has the old warrant
for him—the question ls, how to get
him out.”

De Bpain reflected a moment before
replylng : “Jolin, I'd let him alone just
for the present,” he sald at length.

Lefever's eyes bulged. “Let Bassoon
nlone?”

“He'll keep—for a while, anyway.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don't want to stir tLings up too
| strong over that way just at the min-
| ute, John'"

“Why not?*

De Spain shuffled s little. “Well,
Jeffries thinks we might let things rest
till Dukea Morgan and the others get
over some of thelr soreness.”

Lefever, astonished at the Indiffer-

ence of De Spain to the opportunity

of nabbing Sassoon, while he o
found, expostulated strongly.
De Spaln persisted, Lefever,
conflded to Bob Scott that ¥
general manager got ready he
cateh Sassoon himself. ]
De Spain wanted for Nan's
well as his own, to see what co
done to pacify her uncls and his |
tives 80 thar a wedge might be drl

£ 1

"

In between them and their notorfious

henchman, and Sassoon brought
book with thelr consent; on this p

Henry, suppose—"

“Buppose the others had come.”
. "With one rifle, here, & man could
tand off a regiment. Nan, do you
|kmow, you fit Into my arm as If you
wWere made for 1t?"
His cournge was contaglous, When
‘he had tired her with fresh importu-
nitles he unpinned her felt hat and

however, he was not quite bold-faced |held it out of reach while he kissed

enough to (ake his friends Into | his
confldence, o PR

De Spain, as fiery a lover as he fn
a fighter, stayed none of his courtin
because circumstances put Must
mountain between him and his
tress. And Nan, after she had ¢nce
surrendered, was nothing behind in! the
chances she unhesitatingly took to's
range her meetings with De Spaln, He
found In her, once her girlish timidlit)
was overcome and a woman's econf
dence had replaced it, a disregap
consequences, 8o far as their own pEt
were concermed, that sometimes togs
away his breath.

The very day after she had’ got hbr
uncle home, with the aid of Satterige
Morgan and an antiguated spring yag-
on, Nan rode, later In the afterncon,
over to Calabasaa, The two that
would not be restralned had niade
their appointment at the lower [lava
beds halfway between the gap and
Calabasas, The sun was sinking be-
hind the mountain when De Spain gal-
loped out of the rocks as Nan turned
from the trull and rode toward the
black and weather-beaten meating
prace,

They could Lardly slip from thelr
saciles fast enough to reach each oth-
er's arms—Nun, triiln as a modal In
fresh khakl, trylog with a handker-
chief hardly larger than a postage
stamy to wipe the flecks of dust frofn
her pinx cheeks, while De Spain, be-
tween dubs, covered them with impor-
tunate greetings, Looking engrossed
into each other's eyes, and both, In
their engerness, talking at once, they
led their horses into hiding and eat
down to try to tell all that had hap-
pened since toelr parting.
rumors of wars, feuds and rafe
fights and purseits, were no more to
them than to bakes in the woods, All
thnt mattered 1 them—sitting or
pacing togéther awd absorbed, in the
path of the long-celd voleanie stream
buried in the shift:ng sands of the
desert—wnas that they should cla
eich other's clinging hands, llsten en
to the other's answenng volce, 1
unrestrained into each other’s eyes.

They met in both the lava b
the upper lay between the gap add
town—more than once. Awd one d
came a scare. They were sltting
a lttle ledge well up in the rocks
where De Spaln could overtaok the
trall east and west, and were tnlkibg
nbout a bungalow some 0
Sleepy UL, When ey faw

well behind. The two men lead
Nan and De Spaln made out fo be
Gale Morgan and Page. They saw the
man coming on behind stop his horke
and lean forward, his head bent over
the trall. He was examining the sand
and halted quite a minute to study
gsomething, Both knew what he was
studying—the hoofprints of Nan's
pony heading toward the lava. Nan
shrank back and with De Spain moved
a little to where they could wateh the
intruder without being seen. Nan
whispered first: “It's Sassoon” De
Spain nodded, *What shall we do?™
breathed Nan.
“Nothing yet,” returned her lovess
watching the horseman, whose eyes
were stlll fixed on the pony's trally
but who was now less than a halfs
mile away and riding straight towsrd
them, i B
De Spain, his eyes on the danger
and his hand lald behind Nan's walsty
led the way guardedly downe'._z*,
where thelr horses stood. Nam, n
Ing no instructions for the emargenc&

) | beds mennt.

Wars apd_ carned.

and toyed with and disarranged her
hair. In revenge, she snatched from
his pocket his little black memoran-
dum book snd some letters and read,
or pretended to rend them, and selz-
ing her opportunity she broke from
him and ran with the utmost fleetness
up Into the rocks.

In two minutes they had forgotten
the eplsode almost as completely as
If It pever had been. But when they
left for home they agreed they would

' '_ ‘not meet there agaln. They knew that

Sassoon, like a jackal, would surely
‘come back, and more than once, until
he found out just what that trail or
any subsequent trail leading into the
The lovers laughed the
Jackal's spying to scorn and rode away,
bantering, racing and chasing each
other in the saddle, as solely concerned
in thelr happiness as If there were
nothing else of moment in the whole
wide world.

CHAPTER XViIl,

Facing the Musle,

They had not underestimated the
danger from Sassoon's suspiclous ma-
levolence, He returned next morn-
ing to read what forther he could
among the rocks, It was little, but it
gpelled n meeting of two people—Nan
and another—and he was stimulated to
keep his eves and ears open for fur-
ther discoveries. Moreover, continu-
ing ease In seelng eath other, unde-
tected 3y hostile eyes, gradually ren-
dered the lovers less cautlons In thelr
arrangements,

De Spain, naturally reckless, had
won In Nun a girl hardly more con-
Self-rellant, both of them,
and instinctlvely vigllant, they spent
50 moh tline together that Scott and
Lefever, who, before a fortnight had
passed after Duke's return home, sur-
mised thet De Spuin must be carry-
Ing on some sort of a clundestine af-
falr hinting toward the gap, only ques-
tiened how long 1t would be before
something happemed, and only hoped
It would not be, in thelir own word,
unpleasant, It wng not thelrs In any
cnge to admon'sh De Bpaln, nor to
dog the movemtents of so capable a
friend, even wben his safety was con-
cerned, so long s he preferred to keep
his own coursel—there are limits
within which 80 man welcomes unin-
|vited assistancé. And De Spaln, In
ong and frequent rides, his pro-
0 BLRENMEE, (ndifferdtice to the

T

o | details of husiness and careless humor,

had evidently passed within these
limits,

What was stage traffic to him com-
pared to the sunshine om Nan's hair;
what attraction had schedules to offer
agalnst a moment of her eyes; what
plensing connectlon could there be he-
tween bad-order wheels and her low
luugh?

The two felt they must meet to dis-
cuss thelr constant perplexities and
the problema of thelr difficult situa-
tion; but when they reached thelr
trysting places, there was moreof gay-~
ety than gravity, more of nonchalance
than concern, more of looking Into
each other's hearts than looking into
the troublesome future. And there
was hardly an loviting spot wlithin
miles of Music mounfnin that one or
the other of the two had not walted
near.

There were, of course, disappoint-
ments, but there were only a few fall-
ures In thelr arvangements, The dlffl-
culties of these fell ehlefly on Nan.
How she overcome them wnas a source
of surprise to De Spain, who marveled

De|at her lnnocent resource In escaping

took the lines of the horses, and Deé
Spaln, standing beside his own ho
reached his right hand over in '
of the pommel and, regardlog Sassoon
all tlie while, drew hils ;lfle nloﬁ‘
from Its scabbard. The blood fla
Nan's cheeks, She sald nothing. With-
out looking at her, De Spain drew her
own rifle from her horse's side, passed
{t Into her hand, and, moving over fii
front of the horses, lald his left hand
repssuringly on her walst again. Af
that moment, little knéwing what eyes
were on him in the black fragments
ahead, Sassoon looked up. Then he
rode more slowly forward. The coler
returned to Nan's cheeks. “Do you
want me to use this?" she marmured
indicating the rifle. 1

“Certalnly not. But If the others
turn back, I may need It. Stay right
here with the horses. He will lose the
trall in a minute now. When he
renches the rock I'l go down and
keep him from getting off his horse—
he won't fight from the saddle”

But with an lInstinct better than
knowledge, Sassoon, like a wolf seant-
ing danger, stopped again, He seanned
the broken and forblddiyz hump in
front, now less than a kaartar a
mile from him, questioingiy, "h‘
eyes seemed to rove Inquiitively over
the lava plle as If asking ghy a Mor-
gan Gap pony had visites, It. In ap-
other moment he wheeleg his horse
and spurred rapldly after s compan~
lons, .

The two drew a deep boeath. De
Spain laughed. “What we Jon't knéw
never hurts ue” Iz drew kg to hink
Holding the rifle muzzie wt arm's
length as the butt rested on the
ground, she looked up from she shoyl-
der to which she was draws., “What
ghould you bave done if he hed comeg"

“Taken you to the gap aud thea

the demands at home and making her
way, despite an array of obstacles, to
his distant lmpatience,

Midway between Musle mountaln
and Bleepy Cat a low-lylng wall of
lava rock, in part sand-covered and in
part exposed, parallels and sometimes
ecrosses the principal trafl. This nndo-
lating ridge was a favorite with De
Spain and Nan, because thsy could
ride in and out of hiding placés with-
out more than just leaving the trall
Itself. To the west of this eldge, and
commanding it, rose rather more than
a mile away the cone called Black Cap,

“Suppose,” said Nan one afternoon,
looking from De Spain's slde toward
the mountalns, “someone shounld be
‘spying on us from Black Cap?” She
polnted to the solitary rock.

“If anyone has been, Nan, with a
good glass he must have seen ex-
changes of confldence that would make
him gnash his teeth. I know if I ever
saw anything lire it I'd go hang. But
the country around there is too rough
tor a horse. Nobody even hides around
Black Cap, except some tramp hold-up
man that's crowded In his get-away.
Bob Bcott says there are dozens of
mountain lions over there."

But Sassoon had the unpleasant pa-
tience of a mountain lon and its dog-
ged persistence, and, hiding himself on
Black Cap, he made certaln one day
of what he had long been wonvinced—
{hat Nan was meeting De Bpaln.

The day after she had mentioned
Biack Cap to her lover, Nan rode over
to Calabasns to get a bridle mended.
Galloping back, she encountered Sus-
goon just inside the gap. Nan #0
detested him that she never spoke
whaen she could avold it. On his part,
he pretended not Lo see her as she
passed. Whea she reached home she

en him to Sieepy Oat, mu&._Mhumbﬁhmm

on the table, drew off

g

riding

visitor, and Nan's greeting of him ‘was
the merest contemptuous ned. *“Well,
uncle,” she sald, glancing at Duke,
‘I'm late again. Have you had sup-
per?”

Duke always spoke curtly; tonight
his heavy volce was as sharp as an
ax. “Been late a good deal lately.”

Nan laid her hat on the table, and,
glancing composedly from one suspis
clous face to the other, put her hands
up to arrange her hair. “I'm golng to
try to do better. I'll go and get my
gupper If you've had yours." 8he
gtarted toward the dining room.

“Hold on!" Nan paused at her un-
cle's feroclous command. She looked
at him elther really or felgnedly sur-
prised, her expression changing to one
of indlgnation, and waited for him to

)1 T
iy

“You Coward!" She Cried,

speak. BSince he did no more than
glare angrily at her, Nan lifted her
brows a little, “What do you want,
uncle?"
“Where did you go this afternoon?”
“Over to Calabasas,” she answered
Innocently,
"Who'd you meet there?” Duke's
tone snapped with anger. He was
working himself Into a fury, but Nan
saw it must he faced. “The same
people I usually meet—why?”
“Did you meet Henry de Spain there
this afternoon.”
Nan looked squarely at her cousin
fnd returned his triumphant express
slon deflantly before she turned her
eyes on her unele. “No," she sald col-
lectedly, “Why "
“See him anywhere elge?”
“No, I did not, What do you mean?
What," demanded his nlece with splrit,
“do you want to know? What are you
trying to find out?"
Duke turned In his rage on Galel
“There! You hear that—what have
you got to say now?' he demanded
with an abusive onth.
Gale jJumped forward, his finger
polnted at Nan. “Look here, do you
deny you are meeting Henry de Spain
ull over the desert? You met him
down the Sleepy Cat trall neur Black
Cap, didn't you”
Nan stood with her back against the
end of the table where her uncle's first
words had stopped her, and she looked
sldewise toward her cousin. In her
answer he heard as much contempt as
i girl's volce could convey to a re
Jected lover. “So you've turned sneak |"
Gule roared a string of bad words.
“You hire that coyote Sassoon to
8py for you, do you?' demunded Nan
coolly. “Aren't you proud of your
manly relation, uncle? Duke was
choking with rage. He tried to speak
to her, but he could not form his words,
“What 18 it yon want to know, uncle?
Whether it 1s true that T meet Henry
de Spaint It is, X do meet him, and
we're engnged to be married when you
glve us permission, Uncle Duke—and
not till then,”
! “There you have It cried Gale,
“There's the story, I told you so.
U've known It for a week, I tell you,”
Nan's face set, “Not only," continued

Almost before the vile epithet that
‘ollowed had reached her ears, Nan
caught up the whip. Before he could
escape, she cut Gale sharply aeross the
face. *You coward, she cried, trem-
bling o she could not control her
volee, “If you ever dare use that word
before me again, T horsewhip you,
Go to Henry de Spain's face, you
gknlker, and say that If you dare.”

“Put down that quirt, Nan," yelled
her uncle,

“I won't put 1t down,” she exclaimed
deflantly, “And he will get a good

lashing with it 1f he BAYyS one more
word about Henry de Spgin.*

“Put down that quirt, § tell youl
thundered her unale,

Old Duke Morgan decides to
take matters into his own hands
with De Spain. He goes to
Sleepy Cat hunting ths stage
manager—and finds him, it all
told in the next instalimeat.

her cousin jeeringly, “meeting that—" |

CASCARETS” FOR

SLUGGISH

biliousness or constipation
by morning.

Get a 10-cent box now.

Turn the rascals out—the headache,
billousness, indigestion, the sick, sour
stomach and foul grses—turn them
out to-night and keep them out with
Cascarets.

Milllons of men and women take &

Cascaret aow and then and never
know the misery caused by a lazy
liver, clogged bowels or an upset stom-
ath, .
Don't put in another day of distress.
Let Cascarets cleanse your stomach;
remove the sour fermenting food;
take the excess blle from your liver
and earry out all the constipated
waste matter and poison in the
bowels. Then you will feel great.

A COascaret to-night straightens you
out by morning. They work while
you sleep, A 10-cent box from
any drug store means a clear head.
sweet stomach and clean, healthy liver
and bowel action for months, Chil-
dren love Cascarets because they
never gripe or slcken. Adv,

Trying Her Hand.
Patlence—She spent {wo months at
the seashore last summer, and not a
man asked for her hand.
- Patrice—Rather disappointing?
“Yes; but she's going to try her hand
in Florida this winter.,”

USE ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE

The antiseptio powder to be shaken into shoes
‘snd sprinkied Into the fool-bath. It relleves
palnful, awollen, smarting feet and takea the
sting out of corna and bunlons. The

comforter ever dlscovered for all foot-aches,
Bold everywhere, 25¢. Trinl goukun FREE.
Address, Allen 8, Olmsted, Le Hoy, N. Y.~ Adv,

Not Fussy.
“There's one thing I'll say for them,
they're not & nervous family."
“How do you know?"
“Every plcture on their walls Is
tilted off strulght, and they didn't seem
to mind it a bit,"”

Constipation generally Indlcates dlnordersd
atomach, lver and bowels. Wrikht's Indian
Vegetable Plils restores regulurity without
griping. Adw.

Diplomacy,

Mrs, Green—Your cook told mine
that your husband Is getting a very
small salary.

Mrs. Wyse—We just tell her that to
keep her from demanding a large one.

CORNS LIFT OUT
WITH FINGERS

Yon say to the drug store man,
“Give me & small bottle of freezone."
This will cost very Ilittle but will
positively remove every hard or soft
corn or callns from one's fest.
A few drops of this new ether com-
pound applied directly upon a tender,
aching corn relleves the soreness in-
stantly, and soon the entire corn or
callus, root and nll, dries up and caa
be lifted off with the fingers. -
This new way to rid one's feet of
corns was Introduced by a Clncinnati
man, who says that freezone dries in
a moment, and simply shrivels up the
corn or callus without irritating the
surrounding skin.

If your drugglst hasn't any freezone
tell him to order a smill bottle from
his wholesale drug house for you.—adv.

The Principles of Big Business.

PFlirst Surgeon—Do you think $1,000
I8 too much to charge for tuking out
Bulger's appendix?

Second Surgeon—No, But  why
don't you walt? He's mnking money
go fast that you can get $5,000 out of
him in six months.—Life.

(CAN ANY KIDNEY MEDIGINE

EQUAL THIS RECORD ?

I heartily recommend Dr. Kilmer's
Bwamp-Root as s valuable and very com-
mendable preparation. It in 32 years old
in this trade and todsy enjoys a splendid

demand, [ have used it myself for too
frequent desire to urinate and obtained
the most beneficinl results. I do not know
of u single instance where it failed to ne-
compligh good effects,

Very truly yours,

JAMES SCHIRM, Druggist,

Nov. 4, 10816 Pickerington, Ohio.

Prove What Swasip-Root Will Do For You

Send ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Co,
Binghamton, N. Y., for a sample size bot:
de.” It will convince anyone, You will
also receive & booklet of valuable infor-
mation, telling about the kidneys and blad-

der. writing, be sure and mention
this paper. R fifty-cent and one-
dollar sive bottles for sale at all drug
stores.—Adv.

A Growl,
“Are your married daughter and her
husband living with you?'
“No: they're living on me.”

.80 long a8 you can suceesd in owlng
money, you need not bother to make

No siok headache, sour stomach,

YES! MAGICALLYL |
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